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He was a boy who dreamt. He wanted to be the best at something. He 41 
figured that he would go to college and find inspiration there, but all he found 
were others like him. Other people who were better, other people who were worse, 
and all shades in between. He found people defined by their college days and 
people who were yet to be defined, people who were wrong and people who were 
right, people who were lost and people who were found, people who were unique 
and people who were similar, and people and people and people and people. There 
was no end to the dreams people dreamt and he decided that it had been vain of 
him to believe in his ability to succeed where they had failed. 
The boy no longer wanted to dream and so he gathered up all dreams, 
those big and those small, those that were too outrageous to speak allowed and 
those that were pitiful, and brought his dreams to the Dream Machine. The Dream 
Machine accepted them with loving arms, took the dreams off his heavy hands and 
lived them out for him. It dreamed enormously, fantastically, emphatically, 
spectacularly, in ways that he could have never imagined. A well of emotion spilled 
over within the boy's chest and burst outwards. He laughed with himself, dancing 
and crying at the same time, tears streaming from his reddened eyes. Never had he 
considered that his dreams could be so beautiful and so grand. His world erupted 
in front of him in gorgeous full-bodied colors. These were dreams that he could 
taste, that he could touch, a torch aflame that would never be extinguished. He 
watched all his wildest fantasies come to glorious fruition and he lived vicariously 
through them. Free of his dreams the boy emerged from the Dream Machine, 
ready to live life. 
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